Il6                                  DEATH   AND   TO-MORROW
world might have concentrated on eliminating those cardinal
troubles. But all the world could do was either to have a little
respite or to have to fight the Germans unprepared. Hut the fact
remains that the new order caught the fancy of the intellectual,
especially as the German of to-day is undoubtedly a Socialist. There
are very extreme socialistic doctrines deeply embedded in the Party.
It would surprise many of the frightened pre-war English and French
capitalists if they realized who were the people that were going to
save them from Communism.
There was the French moral collapse, too. I ran into it during
my talking tours in the pubs. It began with nica culpa, and ended
with mca cuJpa. Between the mciic n;//n/c it said here we were I-'ranee,
the victor of the last war, the richest, country on the continent of
Europe, yet twenty years after our victory we are defeated inside
a month. Now we must suffer. We deserve our punishment: we
lived too well. Let the Germans make men out of us, I argued that
it was France's job, France's own affair, to put her house in order
and not for the Germans to do it for her.
The Germans were rounding up the English civilians. Many had
stayed on calmly, sat in arm-chairs and smoked their cigars: f knew
one who was taken away from the bridge table. He was surprised
when his game was interrupted after the Hun was already more than
a month in Paris. They weren't arrested by the Germans themselves:
usually the French police were sent to do it. Paul, in his sneering
voice, suggested that if I were a real man 1 would go to the Germans
and ask them to intern me with the English, since my heart belonged
to England. Because 1 had thought of that, too, his words gave me a
a reaJ stab. Those old women came marching down the road.
"It would be fun/3 Paul said. "Your English fellow prisoners would
take you for a German spy."
The month of July was setting, it was noon and Saturday. Though
the concierge was back the canaries were still with me, for she
who had deserted her post told me haughtily that I should keep the
canaries because she never took back presents. I was looking out
through the window, and there was the wall, and the radio was
bleating in French, having previously spoken in German to the
troops. Mme Marchand's lame granddaughter was in the courtyard
humming Wicn, Wien, nur du allcin. Nona was out with Dodo.
Cooky was running up and down, intent on getting fast into the
depth of life. In the kitchen the charwoman was cooking B&vf
Bourguignonne and sampling the white wine she was putting into the